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Chapter III. 

CYRIL AND THE ROMAN SOLDIER. 

Cyril was now well out upon the battle- 
plain of Esdraelon. 'I'oo many people were 
coining and going upon the highways. They 
were not soldiers, nor pursuing him, but the 
young fugitive preferred the broad stubble- 
fields, from which the wheat had long since 
been reaped, and where now the tall growths 
of weeds concealed him very well. There were 
stone walls to climb and villages to go around, 
and the need for keeping under cover made the 
distances to be traveled longer. On he went 
with a springing, ela.stic step, and he did not 
seem to feel at all the heat of the sun. It was 
his native climate and did not oppress him. 

The many orchards and vineyards to which 
he came were those of his friends, for he did 
not seem to mind the husbandmen at work in 
them. As he made his way between the long 
rows of a luxuriant vineyard, he thought: 

“ It cannot be far now to the Kishon Fa 
ther says that there is always a Roman patrol 
up and down the bank, so that no one can 
cross, except under the eyes of the guards at 

patrol. Once across the Kishon, and no man 
in heavy armor can overtake me.” 

A fleet Of foot as 

Asahel. the brother of Joab,” and Cyril had 

already shown himself a very rapid Lveler 
but he might meet mounted men. He went 
forward more cautiously, among the shelJrW 
vines and as he paused, listening, there came f 
sound that startled him. It was faint .nH r 
but he exclaimed: ‘ 

“A trumpet? That must be a signal Thr. 

.r«7S; 


must have reported me to the guard at the 
bridge. It is life or death, now! ” 

In a minute more, he was peering out from 
the northerly border of the vineyard. 

“ There is the Kishon! ” he said. “ There is 
a patrol, too; he is a legionary.” 

On the bank of the deep and swift river 
stood a fully armed soldier of that terrible power 
which overshadowed all the known world. To 
Cyril, that solitary legionary, stationed there to 
prevent such as he from crossing the Kishon, 
was an embodiment of all the enemies of Israel 
and Judah. The soldier stood erect, wdth his 
pilum, or broad-bladed spear, in his right hand. 
The vizor of his bronze helmet was open. He 
seemed to have understood the trumpet-note of 
warning, and was looking in all directions. His 
sword hung at the left side, ready for use, and 
on his left arm w^as a large round shield, now' 
raised a little as he scanned the vineyards and 
the river-bank, as if he wondered from which of 
them an enemy could come upon him at that 
time and place. After a few moments, he 
turned aw'ay and strode slowly, vigilantly, along 
the river-bank, while Cyril watched him. 

“Good!” exclaimed Cyril, at last. “He Is 
far enough, now. I can reach the river.” 

Out he darted and sprang away toward the 
Kishon. Of course he was at once seen by the 
quick-eyed patrol, and hoarse and loud came the 
Latin summons to halt. To disobey w'as sure and 
instant death, if Cyril should be overtaken, and 
he would be followed with relentless persistence 
if he should escape; but he bounded steadily 
forward while the soldier ran toward him. The 
soldier ran well, too, considering the weight of 
arms and armor he carried, for all Roman legion- 
anes were trained athletes; but he could not get 
between the armorer’s son and the Kishon. 

Not broad, but very deep and swift, was the 
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torrent that came rushing down from its sources 
among the Gilboa hills. A spring, a splash, 
and Cyril was swimming vigorously, though 
swept along down-stream by the strong cur¬ 
rent, while liis left hand held his rolled-up robe 
high and dry above the water. 

Fierce, indeed, were the threatening com¬ 
mands of the legionary, but on the brink of the 
Kishon he was compelled to halt and consider. 
No doubt he could swim, but not well with his 
heavy armor, his shield, and his sword. 

Lightly and rapidly swam Cyril, and in a 
few moments more he was out on the northerly 
bank of the Kishon, sending back a shout of 
triumph and defiance. But he meant to send 
back something more. His eyes were swiftly 
searching the ground around him, while he drew 
out something which had been hidden among 
the folds of his robe. 

It was a square of leather, as broad as 
his two hands, with comer-straps as long as 
his arm—a sling, such as David used of old. 
In that older day, all the tribe of Benjamin, to 
which the house of Ezra the Swordmaker be¬ 
longed, were noted slingers; and here was their 
young representative, stooping to pick up 
smooth, rounded pebbles, as David had picked 
up his pebbles from the brook in the valley of 
Elah. In an instant he was erect again, sling 
in hand, while yet the soldier stood considering 
the risk of swimming the Kishon. 

WWrl went the sling, \rith such a swiftness 
that It could hardly be seen, and away hissed 
the stone. No doubt the Roman had faced 
Singers, many a time; but the distance was 
more than fifty yards, and he may not have 
expected so true an aim. Up went his shield, 
indeed, a second too late, and well for him that 
^e bowed his head, for Cyril’s first pebble struck 
him full upon the crest. It did not knock him 
own, only because, in the heat of the day, he 
tht fastenings of his helmet, so 

^ Stone struck it from his 

’ ^hd sent it rolling away in the grass, 
slin ° of the Kishon now, with that 

p ^Pon his bare head all the 

vay. Expert warrior though he was, he had 

ward^ minutes in 

DebS^ his shield the well-aimed 

s which rapidly followed the first. 
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Fast they came, and loudly they rang, one 
of them glancing from the shield to batter the 
brazen greave on his right leg. 

“ I must not delay,” thought Cyril. “ Other 
Romans may be coming. One more ! ” 

Away flew the stone, but the blow on his leg 
had warned the soldier to kneel and guard 
now, and the missile made only a deep dent 
in the face of the shield. 

When the bearer of it looked out again from 
behind the target of bull’s-hide and metal which 
had served him so well, the slinger had disap¬ 
peared; and there was nothing for the beaten 
Roman patrol to do but to go and report 
to his officer that one of the best slingers he 
had ever met had escaped from him. He 
could not have guessed how one Jewish boy’s 
heart was dancing with delight and pride as he 
pushed along northward, thinking, dreaming, 
and even exclaiming enthusiastically: 

“ Oh, that the King would come to lead us 
against the Romans! ” 

No hunted wolf could have gone forward 
more cautiously than did Cyril. There were 
other streams to cross, and some of them were 
deep; but there were no patrols in his way, and 
the waters were no impediment. They were more 
like cooling baths provided for a wayfarer who 
was fond of them. If nothing worse should 
block his path, he would have no difficulty in 
getting to Cana some time during the next day. 

The sun went down, and a cloudless night 
came on. The sky seemed to blaze Yvith stars, 
and the young traveler could still find his way, 
somewhat more slowly, along the lanes which 
led from house to house and from hamlet to 
hamlet. It was toilsome journeying, and there 
was now added the danger of being taken by 
anybody and everybody for a prowding robber. 

“They would make short work of me,” he 
said, “ or I might be sold for a slave. They 
would not crucify me, but they would surely 
scourge me.” 

It seemed as if Cyril gave hardly a thought 
to the fact that he had gone without any 
supper. Perhaps he was used to privation. 
At all events, he at last lay down under the 
shadow of a wide-branching olive-tree, and 
went to sleep as peacefully as if he had no 
enemies in the world. His la.st thought was: 
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with a i-ebule ekom his sung, cvril strikes 

them -I know that 
he will. To-morrow will be the fifth day of 
the week, and I shall see Lois before sunset.” 

Chapter IV. 

bringing home the bride. 

of fhp°nr the foot 

of the olive-tree, that Wednesday evening Lois 

was one of a joyous procession which set out 


the helmet from the roman soldier’s head. 

from the house of Rabbi Isaac, as soon as 
word arrived that the bridegroom was coming. 
Already, at the house of the bride’s father, all 
the wedding formalities and ceremonials re¬ 
quired by the Law or by Galilean custom had 
been fully performed, and the bridal procession 
from that place was winding its somewhat noisy 
way through the narrow and crooked streets of 
Cana. The bridal pair were escorted by all who 
had any right or will to accompany them. When 
the procession from Ben Nassur’s house met 
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them, i; faced about, fonning one company, of his cave, and drew a long breath, glad to see 
which increased as they went along. the light and to breathe the fresh morning air. 

The bnde herself, closely attended by the “Cyril is safe by this time,” he said “He 
bndegroom and his near friends, was the cen- must have passed the border. So am I safe 
tral fi^e; but of her nothing could be seen but —of what use am I now?” He groaned 
excepting the tresses of flowing hair which es- as he lifted his right hand. “ I can hardly call 
caped from under her veil. Her robes, however, myself a man,” he said. “ I must go and hide 
were glittering with all the jewels of her family in the wilderness of Judea. My days of service 
for which a place could anywhere be found, are done. There is no power on earth that can 
Inere were many musicians,— flute-players, restore a withered hand! ” 

^ beaters of cymbals, and others,— and there For withered it was: shriveled and crooked 
f were a number of fine sinprs among the girls and gnarled. He could neither gra^ with 
who came dancing along in front of the bride the nerveless fingers nor straighten them, and 
I and ^oom, smging the songs that befitted the he let his arm fall loosely at his side, and, turn- 
f Most of these were in praise of ing, speedily disappeared in the forest. 

e eauty and good qualities of the bride. There were a great many people coming and 
Among all the singers there was no voice going that day at the house of the wise rabbi 
sweeter than that of Lois. She was accom- Isaac Ben Nassur. They were not all Cana 
panied by her friends and neighbors; and each people, by any means. The bridal feast was 
young girl earned in her hand a lighted lamp, spread in the large front room opening upon the 
and all were exceedingly careful lest it should porch, and all who had a right to enter were 
go out, for an idea of evil fortune attached to welcomed heartily. Food was plentifully pro- 
suc a happening. The lights of the little vided, but the merriest hour of each day would 
amps earned by the dancing, singing maidens, be after sunset, when, the day’s work being done, 
Oliver, were as nothing compared with that all the invited guests would come. 

^ borne by the young men The bridegroom was continually present, to 

w 0 w^t before or at the sides of the proces- receive congratulations and good wishes. With 
Sion. IS was evidently no ordinary wedding, him were several young men of his more inti- 
Wh Cana. mate friends; but decidedly the most important 

mn T K Nassur was readied, figure in that room was Isaac himself. As mas- 

t s o e merrymakers were at liberty to re- ter of the house and as ruler of the feast, he sat ^ 
w Ik cir own homes; but a chosen few at the head of the long table provided for the 
a e in with the bride and groom, and occasion. His dress was as simple as ever, 
shut^^^^^ <^uter door of the house was but it seemed to have undergone a change, he 
rpi £ri V wore it with so grand an air. He appeared to 

^ ^ week, Thursday, would be happy, and he received great respect from 

counte as the first day of the feast, and the throng of people who came to congratulate 
rmg seven days Ben Nassur would keep open him upon the marriage of his son. 

wedding. So the marriage-feast went on until the mid- 

ove T week dawned brilliantly day was past and the shadows began to lengthen 

then the Swordmaker was just in the streets of Cana. In the shade of Ben 

whi* cnaerging from an opening Nassur’s house, hours before sunset, on the cast¬ 
or r * ^ distance, looked like a crack erly side, stood two young people, half hidden 

■ of ref^^"^ T ^ plaice by the vines and shrubbery, who seemed to 

numbeT ^^ght had been one of the have forgotten all about the wedding. Their 

partly natural and partly ar- talk ivas subdued but exceedingly animated, for 
They f all that region abounds. Cyril had arrived and he was telling Lois of all 

hunted hiding-places both for that had happened since they had parted at 

and for wild beasts. Samaria so many months before. She was as 

ra stoo still for a moment in the doorway earnestly patriotic as Cyril himself, and her 
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face said more than her words while she lis¬ 
tened to Cyril’s account of the doings of Samar¬ 
itans and Romans, and of the deeds of her 
father and his friends. Then he told her of 
his own feat at the Kishon, and her bright 
black eyes flashed with exulting admiration of 
a brother who had actually struck off* the hel¬ 
met of a Roman legionary. 

“ Oh, Cyril 1 — what a soldier thou wilt be! ” 
“ If the King were here to lead us! ” broke 
in Cyril. “ Oh, for the Messiah, the Captain! 
I could fight under him.” 

‘ Cyril,’ replied Lois, “ I have somewhat to 
tell thee. Nathanael, Isaac’s friend, was at 
the Jordan where John the Baptizer is preach- 
ing. That was several weeks ago. He came 
back with a report about Jesus of Nazareth, 
and how John had said of him that he was 
the Lamb of God. It is so strange!” 

“Herod has unprisoned John in the Black 
Castle,” said Cyril, “ not far from the Dead Sea.” 

“But he is a prophet,” said Lois; “Natha¬ 
nael believes it. The carpenter’s son is of the 
royal house of David. He will be here to-day 
with some of his friends from Capernaum and 
Bethsaida, and thou wilt see him.” 

Cyril listened in silence, for the tidings deeply 
mtoested him. He had dreamed and hopJd 
and talked, as had all other Jews young or 
old, about a Prince of the house of David, an 
Anointed Deliverer; but it was quite another 
mg to be told that the man he longed for 
had already been found, and that he was to 
meet him at the house of Ben Nassur 
“Come,” said Lois, “I will show thee his 

to She IS Hannah’s near kinswoman, and 
we love her greatly.” 

p ^ carpenter now,” said Cyril. 

Rabbi Isaac said to Nathanael that Jesus 

is notT 

and he has been preaching much ofTltill’ 
Isaac says he is not learned like a rabbi ” 

N™h, k„ 

quickly communicated to her enthusiastic bro- 
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ther. He felt his heart beat more quickly, and 
his breath came faster, as she told him of the 
various marvels that had been crowned at last 
by the testimony of John at the Jordan. 

“ Even while he was in the water,” she said, 
“ a beautiful white dove came down and alighted 
on his head, and there was heard a voice from 
the heavens.” 

“ I wish I had been there! ” exclaimed Cyril. 
“ But is that Mary, his mother ? ” 

“Yes; she stands there —there by the well,” 
said Lois. “ Is she not a noble-looking woman ? 
And she says her son has never seemed just 
like other men.” 

But such was not the opinion of Isaac Ben 
Nassur and other leading residents of Cana 
and of Nazareth. They knew the young Jesus 
(or Jo.shua, as they more frequently called him), 
the son of Joseph. They had seen him from 
boyhood. They thought no less of him be¬ 
cause he worked for a living: the wisest and 
greatest rabbis did so. Moreover, it was an 
important matter that he was of the royal line 
of David, now so nearly extinct; every Jew 
was ready to acknowledge so rare a distinction; 
but there their reverence ended, for otherwise 
he had neither rank nor power. The older 
and wiser they thought themselves, the less 
they w'ere concerned about Nathanael’s talk of 
the marvelous occurrences at Bethabara. 

Cyril and Lois were young, and were neither 
wise nor leanied. They, therefore, were more 
and more excited as they drew nearer the noble¬ 
looking matron who stood by the well, gazing 
expectantly down the street. Her face had 
just been lighted by an expression of pleasure; 
but now it suddenly clouded again, as if some¬ 
thing whi.spered to her by a woman who came 
from the house might be unpleasant tidings. 
At that moment, also, the bridegroom himself 
appeared in the doorway, accompanied by his 
mother, Hannah; and his face, like her own, 
wore an anxious look. 

“ Such a disgrace, Raphael! ” exclaimed Han¬ 
nah, in a half-frightened tone — “to have the 
supply of wine fail on the first day of the feast!” 

The tax-gatherers are to blame! ” he re¬ 
sponded, in angry mortification. “ They had 
secured almost every wine-skin that was for 
sale in Cana. So I sent all the way to Chora- 
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zin, and I provided abundance; but the tax- the face of Mary. “The publicans took it,” 
gatherers have stopped it on the way. They whispered Lois; but her brother was gazing 
declared that it had not paid its full duty; but I earnestly at the mother of Jesus of Nazareth 

know that is untrue. They have taken it — they and so did not reply. He could not explain 

are robbers! ” to himself what it was that was so different in 

Raphael was sorely mortified. Anybody her manner from any of the other women 


“‘CYRIL,* SAID LOIS, TOINTING, ‘LOOK.' HE IS COME!”’ 


roight have sympathized with him. Such a around her. Her face was so pure, so good, 
scarcity would be considered a disgrace to his he thought; so full of light as she now turned 
whole family and to that of his bride. again to look down the street. Then she ex- 

“ Do not tell your father, yet,” said Hannah, claimed: “ Hannah! He is coming! He will 
“ But what are we to do ? ” be here quickly.” 

Cyril and Lois, out by the well, had now “ Cyril,” said Lois, pointing, “ look! There 


Cyril and Lois, out by the well, had now “ Cyril,” said Lois, pointing, “ look 
card this news, the same which had so clouded is Jesus of Nazareth ! He is come! ” 


(To be continued.) 
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